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M'Whizzle came running back, his sword at the
ready. Archibald, hastily shrinking, escaped the point
by an inch or two only.
"They've taken my best uniform hat," said
M'Whizzle. "There's a nasty murmur about, and
altogether I don't like the situation at all. Can't you
get the animal up?"
By another jerk or two at the rope Archibald proved
the impossibility of the task,
" It may have dropped dead/' suggested M'Whizzle.
" If so, we will abandon it and cut our way through
to my house. He bent down and very gingerly
felt the animal's ribs. "No, it still breathes," he
announced, with what sounded like disappointment
in his tone, as he stood erect. " The best plan will be
for me to run the gauntlet to my house for assistance
while you remain here. If an attack is made, repel it
Don't have any qualms about shedding a little blood
if compelled to do so."
Archibald promised he wouldn't.
" Good/' said M'Whizzle, fiercely. " Make yourself
as comfortable as you can, and guard especially against
a stab in the back- These people are really angry,
and mean business. They'll come up to you as softly
as snakes,"
Archibald Podd heard him tiptoe off up the slum,
and at once sank down and, carefully arranging his
back, leaned heavily against the quietly-heaving body
of the camel.
The discontented murmurs in the shops had now
ceased, but the succeeding quiet was even more
menacing. As a further precaution against surprise,